PATCHWORK                                          "A"
I am high-school boy. I cannot work like common
man. I have read literature and poetry: I cannot
work like uncultured boy from low country village.
How can I have food and give to my wife, if you do
not give to me the scholarship? When I am B,A.,
then it is very well, and I get government job
mighty quick. Now my wife starve and baby to be
born. I am poor, miserable boy, fine student, but
poor miserable boy. I have many sisters. We live in
the country. I will bring my sisters for you to see."
"Thank you, I don't wish to see your sisters.
You may go."
"Go, sir? Why go? You have not question me.
I have read, I can recite. I ask humble petition for
scholarship. I am good man, but poor miserable
boy, and my father is poor workman, no good at all.
How else shall I live and be a B.A.?"
I rang my bell. I, too, had had an idea, I had
suddenly realised that if I -were to arrive at the truth
at all, the candidates I had seen must not meet those
I had not. But it is not quite so easy to execute one's
little ideas in India as it is elsewhere. When my
clerk appeared, I said: "Take the applicants and put
an unused lecture room at their disposal; and keep
them in it, see?"
"Put  the  scholarship   grant  applicants   in  the
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